136                            WINTERS  IN ALGERIA.

and declared that they would pull her hair out if she stayed an-
other minute, and wipe out my sketch if I detained her.. In this
pandemonium I worked with my hair standing on end, and
my nerves almost beyond control; a menagerie on fire could
not have afforded more excitement. My only way out of this
Babel wras, after half an hour's work under the trying circum-
stances, to offer a franc to the eldest of the party to clear the
mosque. This offer was accepted, and I was soon left alone to
put in my background.

Of course my companion Miloud was asleep at the cafe wrhen
I most needed him. This was altogether an eventful day; from
my first breakfast I was destined to partially fast till the even-
ing, as will be seen. My substantial meal for noonday had been
prepared and arranged in a basket, of which Miloud took charge.
While I made a morning study within the mosque, and my,wor-
thy guide snoozed in a corner, the basket had been left outside
the door, which I had closed on account of the cold draught.
When I felt that work could go no further without sustenance I
woke Miloud and asked for breakfast; but, lo and behold! on
swinging back the ponderous doors we disturbed poor pussy,
who went flying down the steps with the carcass of our chicken,
for nothing else remained for her to finish but the small bottle
of wine and a few eggs, which rolled out and followed her .down-
stairs. Our humpty-dumpties had their fall, but we gathered up
their broken skulls and divided the remains, and with bread and
wine, the latter of which was left entirely to me, thanks to Mi-
loud's scruples, we fared as best we could; and then he repaired
to the neighboring cafe and brought me back a cup of hot cof-
fee, which at that time seemed the best I had ever drunk. My
Moslem friend requested me, while breakfasting in the court, not
to spill a drop of wine, for it would defile the mosque, and offend
the Prophet and his own religious principles. With this request